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much more like a palace. It bears on its forehead, curiously
enough, a bas-relief representing the Rape of Europa.
Considering where we are that must have been imagined
by a sculptor with a sinister sense of the grim side of humour.
. . . The fantastic bull galloping away with, on its back,
the unfortunate League in the guise of a screaming, buxom
female. . . .

And   so  that   optical  delusion  pierces   greyly  into  the

"THE YELLOW-STUCCOED,  DETHRONED  . .

LEAGUE"

.   CHEAP    PALACE    OF   THE

Dauphinois of France, widening out as widens the path
that the Rh6ne has cut for itself. . . . And you may
like to know that, at Grenoble, about 160 kilometres south
of Geneva, you can eat almost as well as at Dijon itself
and for almost nothing. We had there the other day:
marenne oysters, langouste with mayonnaise, grives grilled
in vine leaves, champignons d la crhne the best that any of us
had ever tasted, cheese from the neighbouring meadows,
and fruit, in a place of refection established in 1630, where
the chef looked like the poet-painter D. G. Rossetti and all
the waiters resembled Carusos and Campaninis, for nineteen